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Leave 
each process 


Let 

it unfold. 
A bud, 
her breast, 
An acorn, 
underneath. 


One day you found the corn 
with its new shoot 
exposed. 


One day 

in the winter. 

I would think it 
an accident. 

Still, I would say, 
it doesn’t matter. 
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I am a woman 


th an urge to know, to move, 


to understand 
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Was thinking 

yesterday 

how 

for those of us who never live 
except through 

the people we love 

life is never lived. It is always 
somehow 

an exercise for living it. 


If we have any 

moral or mental energy 
life becomes a kind of procession 
passing in front- 
sometimes hidden behind- 
us. 

An object lesson 

if we weigh 

and analyze each event. 
There is no life. 

There is thinking 

about 


life. 


Sun, come into the house of my heart. 
Take off your burning shoes. Don’t let 
them touch 

even my doorstep. Their flame would 
burn far down 

even below my passageway. 


Moon, come into the house of my 

heart. 

Take off your shoes. Knock on the 

door with a silver ring. 

Pass over the lintel as a lichee nut 

would roll down my throat. 

Come down the passageway with a 

candle, with a silver light, with a drop 

of hot oil of peppermint on your cool 
tongue. 
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I am the moon 
my name, 
Diane 


By the moon we are connected, 
moons hang from the morning glory 
vine-white squash, 

the chords tie us together 

it is sound that tie us together. 


I hear you. I hear you, 
if you would only talk. 


Come back, 
and bring me 
a new moon. 


The morning glory is 100 sapphires, 

it is a moon flower, 

it waits for the rough wooden fence, 

it falls in my ears at night, 

it grows in your mustache, 

it wraps my body in its one blooming 
flower. 
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In 


She comes 
squashed 


She answers all questions, 

ce Vos,” 

She loves her god. 

She asks him why he’s given 
her this difficult face. 

His angels 

even 

cannot answer her question. 


When I walk into a room 

I see all the men as potential lovers. 
I spend my life writing poems. 

Men pass me 

like traffic on a six-lane highway. 
The men I love 

don’t even look at me 

as they drive by. 


They are as blind to my fears 
as to my love. 


The woman 

is the camera,then; 
the eye 

of the world. 
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You walk in that negative time, 

the woman’s presence filling up the space 
as if she were incence; man walks 

down the crevices and hills 


of her body. 


What can you do with him? 
About him? 


He’s a rock. 
No, not a rock, 


I said. 
Well, 
a very brittle rock, then. 
One that crumbles easily, then. 
Is crushed to dust, finally. 


Me, 

I said. 

I am the rock. 
The hard rock. 


You can’t break me. 
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I am trying to think how a woman 
can be rock when all she wants is to 
be soft, to melt to the lines her man 


The wind is a blackbird. 

I am a blackbird. 

When you watch a blackbird 
flying downwind 

you 

cannot tell 

if the wind is really the wind 
or the bird is a bird. 
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A bird made out of keys, 

flying to unlock the sun. let out the 
heat. flying to unlock the moon. 


let out the milk. 
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